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Mirrors

I never doubted you,
even for a moment
when you said that I
was as useless as
tits on a horse,
and twice as ugly.
(it never occurred

to me
to consider the source; a man
too dumb to know that a colt
must suckle, or die.)
you'd return from the sea
every two weeks,
and ask my mother
who we could pay to marry me
when I grew up, and Daddy
I believed you.
I married the first man who offered,
afraid that it might be my last chance.
you were everywhere,
my first mirror
stayed with me for life,
even though you abandoned me.
and the child that I was
never saw your twisted fear
of the woman that I would become;
you did it all with mirrors, Daddy,
the best magic that I have ever seen,
the big hero with parts of glass
you distorted my self-image
with a subtle bend in your own surfaces,
a clown for all seasons
I was the child who hid
at her own birthday parties,
and asked Santa for a new nose.
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well, here I am
your worst fears, come true;
no sacrificial virgin
to your altar of self-hatred
I'm one of those girls
who just loves to burn things,
and I started with your funhouse,
Daddy,
I sent all your precious mirrors
to hell, maybe you can use them there.
a few splinters remain
on the ground around me,
I save them to remember you by,
braiding my hair without a mirror,
and avoiding cameras, unless I know
that the person behind it has a reflection;
the evidence that they hand me
of who I am might be kinder
if they have a soul
and yes, I am a moody bitch,
but at least my reflection is
a thing of my own creation.
Linda Boulette
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